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the reward of priority. . . . Now for the run home and a desper-
ate struggle. I wonder if we can do it."
These were ominous words. Scott evidently doubted the
ability of his party to reach Cape Evans. Their outward marches
had totalled 908 miles and they were not fit to pull the sledge such
a distance again. Here the heroic attitude of these men is seen,
for they had to fight the equivalent of a protracted rearguard action.
More observations were taken on January i8th before turning
back; and Amundsen's tent was found with the Norwegian record
and two letters, one addressed to Scott and the other to the King
of Norway. Scott took these and left his own record in accord-
ance with custom ; then the five wayworn men marched 7 miles
back in their outward tracks and camped.
Their lives henceforward depended upon the food in the
depots, none of which they missed; but they averaged only 13
miles a day during the first week, to the One-and-a-Half-Degree
Depot. They felt the cold more than before, Gates worse than
the others, except Edgar Evans, who was becoming frostbitten.
On January 24th Scott wrote: " Things begin to look a little
serious/* for a blizzard came on and only half a march could be
made. The strain of pulling was as great as ever and the first
mention of " scant food " was on this day. Their hunger after-
wards increased and is mentioned on several days, though it did
not become acute; but their speed increased also, owing partly to
a south wind and a sail they rigged up on the sledge. As much
as 19 miles were covered on each of two days and the average,
from the One-and-a-Half-Degree Depot to the top of the Beard-
more Glacier, was between 14 and 15 miles a day.
Before the end of January Scott was apprehensive as to the
state of his party, for he and Bowers were the only men who had
no ailments and even small troubles on the polar plateau may lead
to disaster. Wilson had strained a tendon in his leg; Gates got
cold feet, literally though by no means metaphorically; and Edgar
Evans was losing heart over his frostbitten hands and was the
worst of the party. Bowers* diary begins to get curt at the end
of January, which was another sign of what Admiral Evans rightly
describes as probably the beginning of the end.
Wilson's leg improved in a few days, but Scott had a bad fall
on February znd, so there were still three out of the five men
injured. Gates* toes were going black from frostbite, but Edgar
Evans was very much worse as all his finger-nails were coming off.